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Bloody Ballad, on the late 
Bloody BATTLE 


TT AT 
DETIINGEN. 


FOR old igel the King, 
And young Gu/i-!mas the Squire, 
A bloody new Ballad | ſing, 
Ihat was wrote .in the thick of the Fire g 
It was wrote in the thick of the Fire, 
While Bullets they flew like Hail, 
Believe me Sirs, | am no Lyer, 
So liften and hear my Tale, 
And flouriſh yoxr Hats in the Air, 
„ fs 6 &, be flour:iſh'd tis Sword g 
Drink, Drin 2 ful Bumper 10 r, 
And * Huzzi, Boys, round the Board. = 
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With a ſharp and bloody Fight, = 
We open d the firſt Campaign, 

Great Ge has put Noarhes to flight, 
And drowned the French in the Mayur, 

Szme were cut as Herbs for the Por, 
Some were minc das Chrifimas Dies, 

And the Action was blogdy and hot, 
Or elle Comms dumtradly lies. 


Then fourh, Dr. 
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They gaz d very hard at Grim Sy, 
But kid not his rucful Face, 
For he ſhav'd them all to a Hair, 
Ant made them run the old Race, 
Which Mauriborowgh talght before, 
lu every grand Campaign, 
Then Bungres preſume no more, : 
To contend with G on the Mayne. 
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Iv. 


What tho' we'd no Pudding and Beet 

Bus read as black as your Hat, 

D «nt thin 6 we wanted Relief, 

Tho' we loft a {mall Share of Far, 
For 11 115 es more eager to Fight, 
As wu qu ck ſelt to you; Sorrow, 
Ap „ou pot Ground in the Night, 

eivukd yuur Buffon the Morrow. 


Then flouriſh, We, 


Then Fouriſt,, . 


- 
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V. 


Our Cannon broke your Lines, 
And made ſuch Futrtows there, 
The Sun had room to thine, 
And no Eclipſe to fear, 
Then Falles how weak was you, 
Mot to let your whole Army paſs over, 
Since tis plain you perſectly knew, 
Now oft we have {maihb'd you before. | 
8 Then H. uriſh, We. 
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Great 6G. he drew his broad Sword, 
And fAlouriſh'd it over his Head, 

Then gave out the Royal Word, 
And on 228 Boys led, 

"Tis ſaid tome lagg'd behind, 
Which could not be through Fear. 

For who wou'd not fight till they're blinds 
To ſee their Menarch there? 

2 Then Nouriſh, Wc. 
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Ihen up rode Billy the bold, 
Who never was try d before, 
And ſhew'd he came out of the Mould, 
That would fight as well as W 
Por he bravely fac'd the Foe, 
And ſought by his Father's Side, 
When his Leg with a Ball was pierc'd through, 
Smart Money, my Boys, he cry d, 3 
Yi | then fliuriſh, Ws. | 
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Altho' brave Clayton he fell, | 
Why ſhould we repine at his Fate? 
Prince ember can very well tell, 
He ſold his life at « dear Rate, 
What if Johnſon las loft his Leg. 
Which made him terrible tore, 
Ul anſwer he neyer will beg, 
And we have A enough to make tore. 
ER, e. 


IX. 


Tei H vas Shot in the Heel, 
'Tis well it miſed his Head : 
Tho the Girls he can only feel, 
Yet he may draw a Plan in his Bed. 
But fuch Numbem oſ Qual, We kill's, 
1 And wounded'many more; 
With Noble Blood, the Field, >. 0 
Was never ſo entich d before. 
Ther Jn Is. 
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Duke 4 Arenberg ſought lie mad, 
When he ſawithe Eric, give way; 
Tor he ſtop't the Gap that was bad, 

And gain'd the Wreath of the Day : : 


Altho he was Shot 1n the Breaſt, 
He vai <d it not @ Pin, 
| But boldiy ſtood the 1 Teſt; 


Tor hi5 0 was lound within, 


1. hen Heuriſh, &c. 
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Lord C Cranford he fought without fear,” 

Made Terrible Bloody Work 
Aud makes a diverſion of War. 

Singt he's come from beating the Tara 
Alto hes been Shot in the Bum, 

Enough to make à Man Sick, 
Mell Fight to the beat of d Drum. | 

And drive the French to old Nick. 

Then Hlouriſh, & a. 
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Fine Flags, White, Yellow, and Red. 
With Cannon, Powder and Ball : 

We took from the Cowards that fled, 
To furniſh We/{manſler Hall: 
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| And we ſo 17 Ole French,  _, 
That fevers! 
From their Bod came VY rea Sten 
When they fairly run awa 
en flouriſh, e. 
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rho G==e once at Frauce' prot 
Was hindred from giving his Wie, 
| Hes beaten em now by G—4 
From the affront cram'd down his Throat: f 
Then drink to our new Miniſtry, 1 
And let all who Love C Laugh; i 
He has carry'd Hs Point, you ſee, 


And Hun now laſe, 1 
| * GI Then Henri, ea y 4 4 
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XIV. 


Then drink a good Health to the King, 
Ihe Hero of the Day; 


Rejoice and Merriiy Sing, | 


While all the Clergy Pray; 
That While he Rules this Land, 
And guards his Subjects Rigi, 
His Foes may feel his Hand,. 
And all be put to Flight. 


Then flouriſh _ Hats in the Air, 


4: G „ be flour a hys Sword ; 
Drink, Drink a Wy Lumper to Sommer 
And Huzga, Boy, round the Board: 


